and with his fertile imagination, enriched by
long acquaintance with common people, he
clothed long-dead figures with new flesh and
made them live again ; he found stories of
court life and intrigue and names of imperial
favourites who had brought dynasties to ruin;
he found, as he travelled from village to village,
strange tales from his own times which he wrote
down when he heard them. People told him of
experiences they had had and he wrote these
down too, for other people. And he embellished
them, but not with literary turns and phrases,
for the people cared nothing for these. No, he
kept his audiences always in mind and he found
that the style which they loved best was one
which flowed easily along, clearly and simply,
in the short words which they themselves used
every day, with no other technique than oc-
casional bits of description, only enough to give
vividness to a place or a person, and never
enough to delay the story. Nothing must delay
the story. Story was what they wanted.
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